myself talk. I talk too much—it's a vice." And then he     65
added reflectively: "what good would it do to be a writer,
a Greek writer? Nobody reads Greek. If a man can have
a thousand readers here he's lucky. The educated Greeks'
don't read their own writers 5 they prefer to read Ger-
man, English, French books. A writer hasn't a chance in -
Greece."
"But your work could be translated into other lan-
guages," I suggested.
"There is no language that can render the flavor and
'the beauty of modern Greek," he replied, "French is
wooden, inflexible, logic-ridden, too precise; English is
too flat, too prosaic, too business-like . . . you don't
know how to make verbs in English." He went on like
that, flourishing his cane angrily. He began to recite one
of Seferiades' poems, in Greek. "Do you hear that? The
sound of it alone is wonderful, no? What can you give .
me in English to match that for sheer beauty of reso- •
nance?" And suddenly he began to intone a verse from
the Bible. "Now that's a litde more like It," he said. "But
you don't use that language any morer—that's £dead lan-
guage now. The language hasn't any guts to-day. You're .
all castrated, you've become business men, engineers, •
technicians. It sounds like wooden money dropping into
as.ewer. We've got ^language . , . we're still making it.
It's a language for poets, not for shop-keepers. Listen to
this—" and he began redting another poem, in Greek.
"That's from Sekelianos. I suppose you never even heard
the name, what? You never heard of Yannopoulos either,
did you? Yannopoulos was greater than your Walt Whit-
man and all the American poets combined. He was a
madman, yes, like all the great Greek fellows. He fell in
love with his own country—that's a funny thing, eh? Yes,
he became so intoxicated with the Greek language, the
preek philosophy, the Greek sky, the Greek mountains,

